The Random Jottings of Donald Jay from Nelson in Pendle. 


Countryside around Nelson, Lancashire 


In the small countryside town of Nelson, Lancashire, a blanket of snow covered the landscape, 
transforming the familiar surroundings into a pristine winter wonderland. The snowfall had been 
particularly heavy that day, creating a picturesque scene that enchanted both young and old. 
Nestled among the rolling hills, there stood a quaint cottage, its wooden exterior adorned with a 
thick layer of snow. Inside the cozy abode, the inhabitants sought solace from the biting cold. 
Sarah, a young girl with an adventurous spirit, peered out of the window, captivated by the 
wintry landscape. 

As Sarah gazed at the cottage's roof, her eyes widened with a mixture of astonishment and fear. 
There, imprinted on the snow-covered surface, were a series of hoof-shaped footprints. The 
prints spanned the entire length of the roof, continuing down the side of the wall before abruptly 
coming to a halt. 

The sight sent a shiver down Sarah's spine. Living in the countryside, she had heard countless 
tales of folklore and legends surrounding the devil's mischief. The nearby Pendle Hill, notorious 
for its connection to witchcraft and dark tales, only fueled the locals’ belief in supernatural 
occurrences. 

News of the mysterious footprints spread like wildfire throughout the town. Concerned 
neighbors gathered around the cottage, their voices filled with curiosity and unease. Some 
whispered that it was the devil himself, roaming the countryside on a cold winter's night. Others 
attributed the prints to the mischievous spirits said to inhabit the area. 

As the rumors swirled, a determined group of locals set out to investigate the enigmatic 
footprints. Led by Thomas, an elderly man well-versed in local folklore, they ventured into the 
snow-covered landscape, tracing the path of the hoof-shaped imprints. 

Guided by their lanterns, the group followed the trail deep into the woods. The sound of their 
footsteps echoed through the stillness of the night as they navigated through the dense trees. The 
air grew colder, and an eerie silence enveloped them, heightening their anticipation. 

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, they reached the end of the trail. The hoof-shaped 
footprints vanished into the untouched snow, leaving the investigators perplexed. It seemed as if 
whatever had left those prints had vanished into thin air. 

Undeterred, Thomas urged the group to continue their search, hoping to uncover the truth 
behind the mysterious phenomenon. They scoured the area, inspecting every nook and cranny 
for any clue that might shed light on the incident. But despite their efforts, they found nothing. 
Days turned into weeks, and the mystery remained unsolved. The footprints in the snow became 
a local legend, spoken of in hushed whispers around fireplaces and in village pubs. Some 
claimed it was the devil's work, while others believed it to be a clever prank by mischievous 
children. 

Over time, the footprints in the snow became a cherished part of the town's folklore. They 
served as a reminder of the enchantment and mystery that lay within the countryside, a 
testament to the enduring power of imagination and the enduring allure of the unknown. 

And so, the story of the devil's footprints in the snow became a cherished tale, passed down 
through generations. It reminded the people of Nelson, Lancashire, to embrace the magic that 
surrounded them and to never underestimate the secrets that lay hidden within their beloved 
countryside. 

By Donald Jay. 


